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Eros, the London Pavilion and the Criterion,
would reassure him that he really had found
Piccadilly Circus. In his day it was known as
"the centre of the world." To-day it is known
to a too-large and too-clamant section as the
Premier Publicity Site. Such advertising as it
carried in his day was no more than a gentle
gesture of the hand indicating the excellence of
this or that over other kinds of this or that.
The whole Circus now is a series of ear-racking
screams and eye-smiting gyrations against which
the extreme contortions of the Jack Puddings of
Bartholomew Fair would be almost modest.
Yet it still manages to remain Piccadilly Circus,
and for this generation of London boys it will
be what it was for their fathers and grandfathers.
The Strand, too, he would hardly know, for
changes here have been more violent than in any
other one street. Forty or fifty of the features
which made the Strand of his youth are gone*
Lowther Arcade and Exeter Hall, prominent
features of his time, were in their last gasp when
I began work in 1902; I just remember seeing
them. Aldwych and Kingsway were in the pangs
of birth as a heap of ruins, and the new Gaiety
Theatre and Gaiety Hotel were only being
thought of. Notable points that he would miss
are Morley's Hotel, which was round the corner
in Trafalgar Square; the Golden Cross; HaxelPs
little hotel in Exeter Street; Terry's Theatre;